CYPRESSES

Monumental to a dead, dead race
Embowered in you !

Were they then vicious, the slender, tender-footed
Long-nosed men of Etruria ?
Or was their way only evasive and different, dark, like
cypress-trees in a wind ?

They are dead, with all their vices,

And all that is left

Is the shadowy monomania of some cypresses

And tombs.                                                             10

The smile, the subtle Etruscan smile still lurking

Within the tombs,

Etruscan cypresses.

He laughs longest who laughs last ;

Nay, Leonardo only bungled the pure Etruscan smile.

What would I not give

To bring back the rare and orchid-like

Evil-yclept Etruscan ?

For as to the evil

We have only Roman word for it,                           20

Which I, being a little weary of Roman virtue,
Don't hang much weight on.

For oh, I know, in the dust where we have buried

The silenced races and all their abominations,

We have buried so much of the delicate magic of life.

There in the gleeps

That churn the frankincense and ooze the myrrh.

Cypress shadowy.

Such an aroma of lost human life !
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